Loues Labour s 

wiUvilu &«« at the Lodge. 

Maid. That's hereby. 
lira*. I know where it is fuuatc. 

OUm. Lord how wile you are. 

Erii ,. I will tell thee wonders. 

Ma. With what face? , 

Brae. llouethce. 

Mat So 1 heard you lay « 

Brae. And fo farewell. 

MS, EaUcweaihtrrfceryou, . 

Well fir, I hope when I doeit.llhall doe it od a full ft9- 

sTth M« woefaft and loofe ■■ d» (bait <* nf* 

that I haue feene, forac (hall fee. 

C°lw ^Nav nolhS^Maftcr Moth, but what they looke vp- 
f^ forSS to be Client in their words , and there- 
fore 1 willfay 'nothing:! thanke God,I haue as little P^ence as 

toother man , and therefore l can be quiet. b ±y£ here 

% 

doth tread I hall be forfwornc ( which is a great argumen of 
SSIl l£ Md how can^.b.<r«^»teb«W^ 
.jo attempted l Loue is a familiar, Loue is a Diuell. There is no 

,/uill A r.geli but Loue, yet Sarnffm wasfo tcm P^’^\ h j ft 
an excellent ftrength: Yet was Salomon fo feduced *nd he halt 
a vetv Shod wittl Cstptds Bmfliaft is too hard for Hercules 
Clubb^ and therefore too much odsfQP^ Spanutd»l^P lcr: Thc 


Loues Valours loft, 

firft and fecondcaufc will not feme my turnc: the Pajfado bee 
jefpetts nor, the Duello he regards not \ his difgrace is to be cal- 
led Bov^but his glorie is fubdue men. Aduc Valour, ruitEa- 

pier, be (fill Drum, for your manager is in loue; yea he louctli. 

AfCift me fome cxcemporall god of Riific, for I am fure I (ball 
turne Sonnet. Dcuif^Wit , write pen, fori am for wiiole vo- 
lumes in folio. Exit. 

Finis zA Sim- Primus'. 


jitfusSecuncks, 


Sntcr thePrincejfe of France, with three attending Ladies, and t 
three Lords* .. 

Boyet. Now Madam fummon vpyour dear eft fpirits, 

Confider who the King your father fends: 

To whom he fends, and what’s his Embalfie. 

Tour felfe held precious in the- worlds efteeme, . 

To parlee with the folc inheritour 
Of all perfe&ions that a man may owe, 

Matchleife Nanarre, theplea of no leife weighs 
Then tAquitaine, a Dowrie for aQ_necnc. 

Be nowasprodigallof all de are grace, . 

As Nature was in making Graces deare. 

When (he did.ftarue the generall world beGde;:. 

And prodigally gaue them alt to you. 

Quycne. Good h. Boyet, my thought but meane, •, 

Ncedsnot the painted flouiifhof your praife : % 

Bcauty is hought by judgment of the eye, 

Wot vttered by bafefayle of chapmens tongues: 
lamlcffs.proud to heare you tell my worth,- j 

Then you much willing to be counted wife. 

In fpendingyour wit in the praife of mine» 

But now to taske the tasker, good Boyet, 

Brin. You are not ignorant all telling fame 
Doth noyfe a broad N attar hath made, a vow, 

Tillpainefuliftudie (hall out -yvearc three yecre?. 
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